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group of reporters. She had always wished to meet him, and,
after hearing the astonishing tribute he had paid her father's
memory in the only speech of his last American trip, she faced
him, shaken to the core with excitement. Tears stood in her
eyes and she trembled.
" "You mentioned Henry George in your speech last night. I
am his daughter."
"You're better looking than he was."
"1 have more hair/'
"Have you also his beautiful hands?"
"Alas, no."
"Have you inherited Ms great gift for speaking?"
Her face transfigured with pride and devoted memory, she
replied, "All I have inherited from my father is his love for ice
cream."
Shaw saw the look in her eyes, heard the childish words, and
was silent. He bowed, laughing, over her hand.
This book stands as testimony that on this one occasion she
spoke far less than the truth.